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Through the Eyes of Summer 


It is 


what follows 


after 
weeks 
of 


apple blossoms 


four letter 


words 


and 
hot 


summer nights 


soft drinks 
on 
rooftop 


gardens 


the rites 


of passage 


bugs 


a piece 
of 
gum 


stuck to your 


shoe 


a 
blue bird 


of happiness 


then the beach 


jellyfish 


and 


horseshoe 
crabs 
swimming 


in the 


shallows 


waves 
and 


Seagrdss 


a stolen 
peek 

at someone’s 
naked 


breast 


a 
multicolored 
beach ball 
escaping 


to sea 


never to 
be seen 


again 


someone’s 


childhood 


or 


adolescence 


unfolding 


a first kiss 


or 


a first step 


disappointments 


and 


growth 


lessons 


learned 


then 


lazy evenings 


with movies 
and 


ice cream 


visits 
from 
distant 


relatives 


that you 
don't 
really 


know 


but still 


you feel 
like they 


belong 


because 


they 
somehow 
look 
a bit like 


you 


The Only Living Boy on Cleveland Avenue 


Come parish 


with us 


they said 


walk with us 


out of 


time 


away from 


the 


faded photographs 


of children 


playing 
in distant 


afternoons 


walk with us 


into the velvet hallways 


leave no 


memory behind 


no pale sunsets 


no trails 


of silver serpents 


spelling out 
your 


name 


no hydrants 
flooding 


August nights 


walk away 
and 
parish with 


uS 


they said 


cherish 
the child you 


were 


and 


the child 


you became 


but 


walk away 


from 


it all 


down 


the velvet 


hallways 


into 


the deep 


blue silence 


Bleed Out 


Echoes 


trapped 
in 
bathroom 


mirrors 


a mountain 
filled 
with lost 


black sheep 


rusty 


bath tubs 


with the paint 
peeling 
off 


in the distance 


bells 
for 


the fog 


ringing 


then time 


like a silent 
tasteless 


poison 


and 


cracked 


greasy 


windows 


where 
nameless 


creatures 


once 


caved in 


and 


bled out 


for no one 


A Random Scene From March 


Do you 


hear the rain? 


do you 


hear the rain? 


only 

the rain 
can have 
hands 


as small as these 


gonna open 
all my 


windows 


now 


and let the 


springtime 


through 


Ill be 
the 


changeling 


you can 
be 


the indigo child 


I can 
put my 
heart 
in your 


hand 


and 
you can run 


with it 


through 


Madison Square Park 


after the rain 


Andy Paperbag 


Lightning bolts 


and 


blotted lines 


women’s shoes 


flowers 


car accidents 


and an 


electric chair 


spinning 


away 


on 


tiny pink pills 


and 


then 


Just 


work work work 


Andy 


Morningstar 


so American 


wigs 


and a little 


make up 


just enough 
to cover 


it up 


Andy Paperbag 


mama’s boy 


dyslexia 


coke bottles 


and 


the damn soup cans 


fame 


and 


consumer products 


later 


came chicks w dicks 


Candy 


Holly 


and 


Jackie 


Oh 


Americans 


first you 


shock them 


then they 
put you in 
a 


museum 


the colored girls went 


"doo do doo do doo do do doo..." 


gotta have 


those 15 minutes 


or give 
them 


to someone else 


tape everything 


and keep it 


Andy Paperbag 


make movies 


and not 


even be present 


at the 


shoot 


leave it 

to Paul 

and just 

slap 

a sticker 

with your name 


on it 


it will work 


trust me 


it will work 


be a factory 


an assembly line 


be a Factory 


you can 


be one 


on Union Square 


silver is 


the future 


balloons 


and 


wallpaper 


COWS 


and more 


suicides 


time is nothing 


if you’re 


young at heart 


it’s a t-shirt 


a vague 


shadow 


an interview 


with silly 


answers 


what was the 


question again? 


celebrities 


and 


the greenish piss 
you get from 
that 


Mexican beer 


on da canvds 


memories 


of the Slovak quarters 


in Pittsburgh 


sharing the room 


with a 


sibling 


the bad skin 


and 


the red nose 


a dead 
father 
in the 


living room 


better hide 
under 
the bed 


up Stairs 


until 
someone 
takes him 


away 


rejections 


and bad 


romances 


riding in 


cars 


with boys 


disappointment 


and 


Catholicism 


incense 


candle light 


iconographies 


portraits 


of 


the saints 


from Jesus 


to Marilyn 


to the 


Queen of Norway 


and 


back again 


Andy Morningstar 


piss shy 


and awkward 


the red nosed Warhola 


covering 


it up 


with 


confidence 


oxidation paintings 


and 


St. Vitus Dance 


“you’re the boss 


applesauce” 


pushing 


Edie 


off 
the edge 


leaving 


a trail 


of dead 


behind 


(it’s easier to do) 


never looking back 


but 


shining 


light 


on that 


cocksucker 


Lou Reed 


in all his 


grace 


then 


came 


danger 


and 


crazy Valerie 


with 


her 


guns 


and 


buckets 


of 


lesbian 


paranoia 
neatly typed 
out on 
cheap 


xerox paper 


leaving your 
scarred 
and 


shattered body 


looking 
like a 


Dior dress 


“stop it 


Valerie 


you should leave now!” 


exit stage left 


exit 
through 
the 


elevator 


take it 


6 floors down 


and enter 


obscurity 


for ever 


but never mind 


think 
nothing 


of it 


god speed 


and 


sweet dreams 


Andy Paperbag 


A Soft Horizon 


She wants 
to be 


someone else 


you can go 


anywhere 


if you're 


someone else 


maybe 


to 
Rome, Wisconsin 
and 


back 


to Jerusalem 


or 
into to 


the Sea of Cortez 


to disappear 


just walk 


into 


the water 


to get 


rid of you 


dive deep 


down and 


scrape the 
pearls 


from the bottom 


and 


then 


surface 


as another 


das 


someone else 


swimming away 


towards 


a soft horizon 


Black Tar Heroin 


My friend 


Fred 


blew his 


brains out 


through a 
hole 
in his 


arm 


his time 


wads over 


and he 
left 
nothing 


behind 


the rest is silence 


White Picket Purgatory 


You know me 


Iam 


anything 


to 


anyone 


I’ma bucket 
full 


of 


sleep 


a left 


hand 


drawing 
circles 
in the 


sand 


you know me 


I could 
be 
Holden 
from 


“The Catcher in the Rye” 


or 
a 


sad song 


I 
spoke 
highly 
of your 


sunsets 


and 


whistled 
past 
your 


graveyards 


in 
early morning 


hours 


I’ve 
haunted 
your 


hallways 


I’ve 
sat in 
your 


classrooms 


I’ve 
recognized 


an end 


as 
Just 


another 


beginning 


I’ve 
ran 
through 
your 


meadows 


I’ve 
stood 
in your 


doorways 


you know me 


I’m 
anything 
to 


anyone 


like filth 


to ashes 


like ashes 


to dust 


this is 
where 


it ends 


and this 
is where 


it begins 


in 
a white 
picket 


purgatory 


Doll Bride 


In 
the frozen hours 


of night 


I dream 


of you 


Kimberly 


my doll bride 


raven hair 


and 


dead 


piercing eyes 


sweet 


candy colored 


kisses 


drawn 
from 

the ghost 
of your 
painted 


smile 


your 
white dress 
and 


Red Bottom shoes 


Kimberly 


my doll bride 


how 

I 

cried your 
name 

in those 


frozen hours 


how 
I cried 


and tried 


to place 
another 


heart in you 


sweet 


Kimberly 


my doll bride 


Fever Dream Carousel 


Round and 
round 


I 


go 


ona 
painted 


wooden 


horse 


noises 
from the 
carnival 
filling 


my room 


filling 


my head 


delirium 


fever 


and 


impotence 


heat waves 


hot flashes 


clouding 


ay, 


Senses 


still 
I’m 


right here 


longing 


for 


all 
my 
sweet 


tomorrows 


Ican 
already 
see 
them 


up there 


healthy 
and 


vibrant 


lightning 


fires 


going 
round and 


round 


circling 


like 


black angels 


floating 


onda 
western 


breeze 


Red Box Demon 


The red box 
demon 
at my 


door 


eager 
to bite 


my fingers 


whipping 

her 

strawberry blonde 
hair 

back and 


forth 


with 
a long 
broken 


neck 


and 

in my 
mind 

of minds 


I’m knowing 


yet still 
not 


knowing 


that 
we’ll meet 


again 


and 
maybe 
I get to 


see her 


blossoming 


twisting 


that long 


broken neck 


in 


her 


final 


exquisite form 


The Santa Susana Mountains 


August 


the desert sun 


the desert’s son 


Santa Susana 


I bet the 
stars are 
pretty 

out here 


at night 


with the 
phony 
earth still 
trembling 


beneath my feet 


in a place 
where 
every living 
creature 


dies alone 


this is 


where you 


should 


go 


when the day 
and the 

hour 

comes 


along 


Santa Susana 


this is 
where you 
should 


be found 


this is 
where you 


should go 


to watch 
a final 


sunrise 


perhaps 
to have one 


last cigarette 


and to see all 


your frozen 


worlds 


melting 


in the 
desert 


Sun 


to see all 


your frozen 
worlds 


melting 


at 
the 


end of time 


Chant of the Suicide Dolls 


Dire moments 
last goodbyes 
our kisses 
dance 


like fireflies 


we feed on 


the choices 


you’ve learned 


to fear 


we’re guided 
by voices 


you'll never hear 


dire moments 
last goodbyes 
our kisses 
dance 


like fireflies 


When a Face Turns Into a River 


Lie down 


drape 
yourself 
in the luxury 


of ignorance 


you 
got nothing 
and 


no one 


you will 


fail in 


the eyes 


of 


others 


SO 


do unto 
them 
before 
they 

do 


unto you 


tomorrow 
is promised 
to 


no one at all 


still 


you could 
break 

the past 
and let 


the future follow 


but they 


know 


that you 
dont 
have 


what it takes 


instead 


you will 


choose 


the easy 


path 


you don't 
have it 


in you 


you will 
finda 


way 


to fuck it up 


and 


crumble in 


the light 


Not a Wolf Song 


It’s not a song 


if you 


cant sing it 


it’s not a song 


all the words 


but 


you cant 


hear the music 


Opioid Hibernation 


Injections 


like 


Sweet 


ugly 


razor 
blade 


kisses 


the needle 


barely 


breaks the skin 


then comes the cravings 


sugar 


pity 


love 


and 


nicotine 


to fill the empty heart 


hours pass 


almost 


awake now 


from the 


nightmare 


of 


experience 


naused 


lungs 


collapsing 


sleep 


hibernation 


this 


cruel 


mistress 


with 


ones 


childhood 


always present 


like a 


siamese twin 


or 


a rusty knife 


stuck 


in the 


throat 


The Son of Man 


Burn 


out like a comet 


and live 
your 


own time 


child 


Charles’ will is Man’s son 


the dying Earth 
the poisoned water 
and the 


smog strangled air 


Charles’ will is Man’s son 


Just 


release 


the bats 


and spiral 


slowly out of time 


read the trails 


paint 


a symphony 


on the spot 


wear 
a thousand 


different hats 


burn 


out like a comet 


burn 


into a cinder 


and live 


your 


own time 


child 


Charles’ 


will is 


Man’s son 


Cloud Spiral 


The flickering 


of lights 


a notion 

of being 

a book you 
neither wrote 
or 


read 


if you only 


were 


15 minutes 


younger 
you would 
surely 


understand 


but you 

can still 
watch 

the sequence 


of events 


as they 


unfold 


from a 
safe 


distance 


like a cloud 
spiral 
forming 


in the sky 


accept 
the tokens 


of gratitude 


but know 
that they 
are all 
laced with 


poison 


you can 
make 
me 

a cup 


of tea 


draw me 


a flower 


perhaps 


a protea 


oran 


orchid 


or build 


me 


a house 


to die in 


if you were 
15 minutes 
younger 
you would 
surely 


understand 


if you were 
15 minutes 
younger 
it would 
all make 


Sense 


Helena 


Chlamydia 


smoke 


and 


mirrors 


tell me why 
the beautiful ones 
are always 


crazy 


like 


Helena 


one 


that got away 


Helena 


who 


wrote me 
poems 
and sent 


postcards 


from the ivory tower 


Helena 


the girl 


with the hair 


the hair 


she sat 


on fire 


before 


she put 


a bullet 


through her head 


sweet crazy 


Helena 


with a 


bullet through 


her head 


I think 


that’s how 


she got away 


Silicone Vampires 


Take 


her heart 


but dont tell 


the Mountain 


just take 


her heart 


and eat it 


do it quick 
and 
make her 


a star 


do it 


quick 


while 
she’s still 


alive 


make her 


promises 


you cant 


keep 


devour 


her heart 


like Saturn 
devoured 


his son 


feed her 


dreams 


talk down 


as if she 


were a child 


talk down 


to her 


and take 


her heart 


devour it 
while she’s 


still alive 


to feel it 


Inside a Second Circle of Stones 


Oh fate 


you 
mysterious 


biatch 


seven 
tattooed 


fingers 


a circle 


of stones 


and then another 


the laughter 


turning to 


tears 


and then 


back again 


everyone 
looking 


at you 


like you 
have it 


all figured out 


the sound 
of the 
life support 


machine 


breaking 


the silence 


children’s 


footprints 


in red sand 


and 


ad 


black swan 


set ablaze 


burning 
entire 
civilizations 


to the 


ground 


Nothing is Infinite 


Nothing is infinite 


the window 


of time 


in which 
life anywhere 
in the universe 


is possible 


is Just as 
finite as 
our 


own lives 


nothing 


is infinite 


even 
the black 
hole that 
our sun 


might create 


one 


day 


it will die 


and fade out 


without 
anything 
or 
anyone 


being there 


to even 


notice it 


Magnified and Painted From Memory 


New Jersey 


1998 


seemed like 
all the best 
people became 
failures 


that year 


or so I was told 


that day 


my mind 


had been 


occupied with 


concepts 


like 


dying words 


and 


pigs 


with 
red eyes 


glowing 


I attended 
a birthday party 
in 


Roselles Park 


a rather informal 


one at that 


pork chops 


sauerkraut 


and 


too much 


cheap wine 


cheese cake 


for dessert 


I had some 


Christina 
was 


pregnant 


again 


SO you 
couldn't 
smoke 
in 


the house 


she 
hada 


sister 


I liked her sister 


Debora 


Debbie 


we met 
a couple of 
time the 


previous year 


anyway 


Debbie 
was not 
a failure 


at all 


and she 
joined 
me when 
I popped 
outside 
for 


a cigarette 


I thought 
she had given 
me looks 


during dinner 


while Christina 


had talked about 


her 

vacation with 
Michael 

in Florida 
the month 


before 


Christina didn't 


like Sea World 


she used 


the word 


“retarded” 


we had laughed 


but they 


had gotten 


a free 
upgrade 
on their 


hotel room 


there had been 
issues with 

double 

booking 

at The Ramada Inn 


and what not 


yeah 


Deb had definitely 
been giving 
me looks 


during dinner 


but 
love was 
dead 


at that point 


you know 


lust was 


almost 


everything 


etc. 


think I read 


that somewhere 


I didnt 


find Debbie 
that attractive 


really 


but I liked her 


she was 
a 6/10 


maybe 


but could 


pass as 


a7 


because 


she was young 


she was 


younger than 


me anyway 


and 
there we 


were 


in Christina’s 
garden 
in Roselle Park 


that night 


out of 
nowhere 


we had 


started kissing 


not with 
tongues 


or anything 


just a few 


smooches 


it just 


happened 


must have 
been 


all the wine 


and 


a little 
personal 


chemistry 


some light 


attraction 


that had 
been 
there from 


the start 


it had 
turned 
into just 


hugging 


then 


Debbie 


started talking 


I thought 
of 

pigs 

with 

red glowing 


eyes 


and ancient 


pagan 


rituals 


dying words 


witches 


chanting 


and 


human 


sacrifices 


what do 
you even wear 
toa 


human sacrifice? 


is there a dress code? 


Debbie 
talked 
about her 


new job 


at an 
insurance 


company 


there’s no 


hugging 


now 


and her 


cigarette 


isn’t even 


lit anymore 


because 
of all the 


talking 


I remember 


noticing 


nodded 


my head 


asked about 


work 


environment 


health plans 


competitive 


salaries 


grown up stuff 


if anything 

I had 

thought 

of her as more 
of a looker 


than a talker 


up to that 


point 


sorry 


I’m lying 


I hadn't 
thought of 
her as neither 
a looker 


or a talker 


where did 
she go 
to college 


again? 


oh yeah 


U-Mass 


I knew 
she went 


to U-Mass 


even back then 


I knew 


major in accounting 


and business control 


Debbie 
started talking 


about 


their aunt 


Sue 


my mind 
wandered 


again 


how many 
active 

serial killers 
could there 
be at this 
point 


really? 


47°? 


2500? 

will there 
always be new 
ones as the old 
ones 

are captured 


or passes away? 


or will 
serial killing 
soon be 

a thing of 


the past? 


like a 


motorcycle club 


who fails to 
recruit new 


members? 


Christina and 
Debbie’s 

aunt Sue 

was a 


hoarder 


I knew 


because 


I had been 
to her 


house 


in Kenilworth 


Kenilworth 
looks like 

the place 
where they 
shot the 

first Halloween 


movie 


Debbie 
kept talking 
about 


aunt Sue 


Sue is 
actually their 
mother’s 


aunt 


hers and Christina’s 


but they 
all call her 


aunt Sue 


must be 


stressful being 


a serial 


killer 


disposing 
of the bodies 


and all that 


you should 
dispose of the 
head and 
hands in 


different places 


yeah 


you should 


it’s in a book 


has to do 
with 


finger prints 


dental 
records 


and so on 


makes the 
victim 
harder to 


identify 


unless it’s 


a prostitute 


no one 
gives two 
shits about 


prostitutes 


and apparently 
they’re like 
marshmallows 


to serial killers 


I’m too lazy 
and neurotic 
to be a 


serial killer 


but I like 


marshmallows 


aunt Sue 
couldnt 


drive anymore 


her eyes 


were bad 


so other 
people had to 
take 

her 


grocery shopping 


she insisted 
on going 


once a week 


her nephew 
Bobby usually 
took 

her every 


Friday 


Bobby is 


Christina and 


Debbie’s uncle 


he’s unemployed 


pretends to 


be disabled 
so he can 
get 


parking privileges 


he 

brought 

Sue magazines 
and newspapers 
with coupons 

in them on 

a regular 


basis 


Sue loved 


coupons 


almost obsessed 


half the 
hoarded food 
in Sue’s 

house came 
from shopping 


with coupons 


Debbie 
was annoyed 


with this 


she told me 
about 


it 


while I 
attempted 
to relight 


her cigarette 


Sue’s basement 
was stocked 


with food 


looked like she 
was 

preparing 

for the zombie 


apocalypse 


rows upon rows 


of canned 


food 


cereal boxes 


soda bottles 


a mountain 


of baked 


beans 


and two 


big freezers 


filled with 


frozen food 


if Sue 

was a serial 
killer she 
could 

fit at least 
four adult 
bodies in those 


freezers 


with a 


little chopping 


I did 
the math 


in my head 


or wds 


it math? 


more like 
an abstract 
game 


of Tetris 


Sue 
had to get 
rid of all the 


frozen food first 


of course 


I looked 
at Debbie’s 
lips while 


she kept 


talking about 
Sue and the 


hoarding 


her kissing 
abilities 
werent all that 


great really 


but she 
had performed 


okay 


her upper 
lip was kind 


of thin 


so she 


compensated 
this physical 


shortcoming 


by folding 
her lip 
upwards 


a little 


to make 


it fuller 


this had made 
her kisses 
feel slightly 


strained 


and not 


as soft 
as they could 


have been 


Debbie put 
out the 


cigarette 


she only 
smoked half 


of it 


did she inhale? 


would there 


be anymore 


kissing? 


should I kiss 


her again? 


the 

mood of 

the situation 

had really changed 
somehow at 


that point 


it had only 
been a couple 


of minutes 


but it 


suddenly 
felt 

like the 
smooching 
went down 
in another 


life time 


like before 


AIDS and VHS 


or even 


the pyramids 


did she 
want 


me to make 


a move? 


is that 
what this 
was 


all about? 


was all 

the talking 
Just 
covering up 


the fact? 


a nervous reaction? 


her insecurity? 


Deb was 


still unloading 
about aunt 

Sue and 

all the coupons 
when I decided 
to touch 


her shoulder 


aunt Sue 
would later 
pass 


away in 2005 


they put her 


in a home 


I went 


there once 


with Christina 


and Michael 


it was 


depressing 


Sue 
had become 


senile 


she thought 


I was Bobby 


because I 
was wearing 


a hat 


Bobby had sold 


Sue’s house 


when she 


became senile 


took all 
the money 


for himself 


bought a new 
Japanese car 
and hid the 
rest ina 


deposit box 


he once 
took me to 
Jersey City 
just to show 
me all that 


money 


didn’t share 
it with anyone 


though 


caused a huge 


rift in the family 


anyway 


what would 

you do if 

you saw a 

pig with glowing 


eyes? 


what 

is a remarkable 
thing to say 
just before 


you die? 


you 
should say 
something 
really 


dark and witty 


something 


quotable 


like it was 


taken from 
a stand up 


routine 


you know 


something 
almost good 
enough to be 
printed on 


a coffee mug 


or a t-shirt 


were there 
more serial killers 
around now than 


in the 


1980s? 


or did it 

just seem that 
way because 
people like Bundy, 
Gacy and Dahmer 
became so 


high profile? 


back to Debbie 


there was 
that 


look again 


my hand 


still resting 
on her 


shoulder 


I leaned 


in 


if only 


to shut her 


up 


it worked 


she was 


down for it 


as they say 


it felt better 


this time 


she had 


seemed 


more relaxed 


and 


even secure 


we did it 


again 


one last time 


one last kiss 


then 


we had gone back 


inside 


entered 
some 


eternity 


das 


the world kept spinning 


EPILOGUE: 


after the 
birthday party 
in 


Roselle Park 


I never 
saw or 
spoke to 
Debbie 
ever 


again 


it hadn't been 
a deliberate 
move on 


anyone’s part 


our paths 


just didn’t 


cross again 


years later 
she would 
add me 


on Facebook 


I remember 


accepting 


mostly 


out of 


politeness 


but I liked Debbie 


I really did 


and 


by the way 


I 
think I would 
wear something 


casual 


if 
I was ever 
to attend 


a human sacrifice 


you know 


something 
casual and 


dark 


with really 
nice shoes 
to go 


with it 


and a nice 
belt to 
match the 


shoes 


